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Ox Monday next, Tue Tarier will begin to admit Advertisements, but 
under such an arrangement of its letter-press as will take nothing from 
the reader. 

This opportunity may be particularly worthy the attention of those who 
deal in commodities conducive in any way to the Graces of Life, whether 
intellectual or external, such as Books, Music, Paintings, Engravings, 
Sculpture, Apparel, Jewellery, and all kinds of Fancy Articles; in 
short, anything connected with habits of elegance and refinement. 

The space of Tur Tartee devoted to this purpose will be of necessity a 
great deal smaller than in other Daily Papers, so that every ApvertisE- 
ment will be sure of being seen; and Advertisers will bear in mind, 
that as the readers of the paper consist of Play-goers, Men of Leisure, 
Actors and Actresses, Accomplished Women in general, the Lovers of 
Books, Music, &c., and other cultivators of social intercourse and amnse- 
ment, they form the very description of persons who are the most likely 
to repay the use made of its columns. 

Advertisements received atthe Tatter Orricr, 4 Catherine street, Strand ; 
also by Mr G. Reynett, Country Newspaper and General Advertising 
Office, 42 Chancery lane; and by Messrs C. and W. Reynect, at the 
Printing Office, 45 Broad street, Golden square. 








NOTICES OF NEW BOOKS. 


The third and fourth lines of Sonnet 25, entitled “* Martial Ar- 

dour in Age,’ make the imagination assume a lofty aspect :— 
*« And if ye marvel that mine eye doth glow, 
Now every pulse of fervid youth is lost, 
Ye never heard the kingly trumpets blow, 
Nor felt the fieldward stirring of a host.’ 

This is like Chaucer,— 

*. - = - + their horses freshly stirring, 
With bloody soundis of the trumpets loud.’ 

Weare glad to see, however, by another Sonnet on “ War,” 
that the author’s heart misgives him as to the propriety of exalting 
these appeals to animal force. He says,— 

‘ The tide of things should flow less troubled, sure ; 
To clear its current sages do impart 

Their fruitful streams, and the wise Poet’s heart 
Pours in its crystal tribute, bright and pure! 

But still doth war present a mighty lure,’ &c. 

We believe that the respect for war and warriors has much 
decreased of late, especially since the mistakes the latter have made 
in legislation, and the animal nature they seem to have exhibited, 
compared with the intellectual of the new leaders of mankind ; nor 
do we conceive that wars in future need be more inevitable, than 
squabbles and boxing-matches among themen who were accustomed 
to them when little boys. But the poets, till lately, may certainly 








Smnets and Fugitive Pieces. 
l2mo. pp. 83. 


By Charles Tennyson, Trin. Coll 
tichardson. 
Poems, chiefly Lyrical. By Alfred Tennyson. 
Effingham Wilson. 
(Concluded from No. 153.] 

We resume our extracts from the Poems of Mr Charles Tennyson. 

The 21st Sonnet, “ On Startling some Pigeons,” has something 
very pleasing in the first eight lines, and noble in the two last. The 
“sober chiding” 


I2mo. pp. 154. 


of the pigeons, with the character given to it in 
the eighth line, is true to verisimilitude, and gives us a sort of smil- 
ing respect for the gravity assumed at the moment by the sympathy 
of the young Poet :— 


* A hundred wings are dropt as soft as one, 
Now ye are lighted—lovely to my sight 

The fearful circle of your gentle flight, 

Rapid and mute, and drawing homeward soon : 
And then the sober chiding of your tone 

As there ye sit, from your own roofs arraigning 
My trespass on your haunts, so boldly done, 
Sounds like afsolemn and a just complaining! 
O happy, happy race! for tho’ there clings 

A feeble fear about your timid clan, 

Yet are ye blest! with not a thought that brings 
Disquietude, while proud and sorrowing man, 
An Eagle, weary of his mighty wings, 

With anxious inquest fills his little span.’ 

The only objection we have to make to this Sonnet, is a fear that 
the beautiful birds whom it addresses are not quite so blessed as the 
Poet thinks. We remember being startled some years ago with a 
French work upon pigeons, which informed us that they are 
extremely pugnacious and jealous creatures, and that the turtle-dove 
8s in the habit of thumping his mate. It is impossible, however, 
hot to suppose that any race of creatures in a healthy condition are 
not far happier than otherwise. 

The commencement of Sonnet 22d is delicate and picturesque :— 


* See’st thou her blushes, that like shadows sweet 
Pass upward from the silence of the heart, 
Avowing its fond dream by token mect— 

Their crimson traits dissolve ; but not depart 
The hopes they usher to the lover’s breast.’ 


The exordium of the next has a graceful subtlety :— 
‘ [ trust thee from my soul, O Mary dear ; 
But ofttimes, when delight has fullest power, 


Hope treads too lightly for herself to hear, 
And doubt is ever by until the hour.’ 











be charged with having contributed to the old delusion. Perhaps 
it was their business to adorn and make the best of a necessity. 
| But when doubt comes among the wise, it is a signal that necessity 
has ceased. 

THE OCEAN. 


‘ The ocean at the bidding of the moon 

For ever changes with his restless tide : 

Flung shoreward now, to be regather’d soon 
With kingly pauses of reluctant pride 

And semblance of return :—Anon from home 

He issues forth anew, high-ridg’d and free— 

The gentlest murmur of his seething foam 

Like armies whispering where great echoes be! 

O leave me here upon this beach to rove, 

Mute list’ner to that sound, so grand and lone,— 
A glorious sound, deep drawn and strongly thrown? 


Those lines marked in Italics are fine.—Here is a gentler sonnet, 
and deeper-thoughted,—* On the Love of Home :— 


‘Hence with your jeerings, petulant and low, 

My love of home no circumstance can shake, 
Too*ductile for the change of place to break, 
And far too passionate for most to know— 

I and yon pollard-oak have grown together, 
How on yon slope the shifting sunsets lie 

None knew so well as J, and tending hither 
Flows the strong current of my sympathy ; 
From this same flower-bed, dear to memory, 

I learnt how marigolds do bloom and fade ; 

And from the grove that skirts this garden glade, 
I had my earliest thoughts of love and spring : 
Ye wot not how the heart of man is made : 

I learn but now what clfange the world can bring !’ 


DEATH. 
‘ Plac’d at the limit of all mortal being, 
The mute unquestionable shadow stands.’ 
A CHURCH. 
‘ There duly, as the merchant to the mart, 
Come aged men, whom daily deaths make fewer? 
The next couplet is not so “ unquestionable” as death : 
‘ There all the spirit of a Christian heart 
Is bodied forth in gentle rites and pure.’ 

That surely depends on the doctrine taught. If anything of 
Calvin or Athanasius be there, we should say that the “ Christian 
heart”? could not be very easy at hearing it. We look upon the 
following as by far the best of the pieces in which religion is intro. 
duced. The thought is novel and entire: it does not overlook 
anything: its sincerity equals its amiableness: and there is more 
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hope for the world in this sort of charity, than in that which begs 
a question for the conventional :— 


THE ALTAR, 
* How fondly look’d I on the place, 
Assigned to rites of spousal love ! 
How saintly seemed that board of grace, 
With Jesus blessing bread above ! 
* Twas bosomed in a kindlier air, 
Than the outer realms of care and dole ; 
A sacred spirit brooded there, 
Whose spell like silence lull’d the soul! 
‘ For though full oft the accents dear, 
Here uttered, had been falsely fond, 
Still they were breathed and plighted here, 
And broken in a place beyond !’ 

No. 42 is a good Sonnet on a Captive. The particularity about 
the birds, in the last three lines, has a lively air of circumstance. 
Every morning the poor prisoner 

* Heard the stir and song 
Of birds in royal gardens far below, 
Telling of bowers and dewy lawns unseen, 
Drenched with the silver steam that night had left— 
Part blossom-white, part exquisitely green, 
And ringing all with thrushes on the left, 
And finches on the right, to greet the sheen 
Of the May-dawn; while he was thus bereft !’ 

Our author, in Sonnet 43, far over-rates the genius of Sir Thomas 
Lawrence, who, after all, was but a clever, a showy, and a flimsy 
painter, spoilt by crayon-drawing, fashion, and hasty wants. His 
pictures want both soul and body ; and are destined to perish, like 
the generation he painted. The following stanza, at p. 69, would 
have frightened him :— 

* When Kings demand, with haughtiest aim, 
Beyond their weight of kingly claim, 
With worthy scorn and anger stirr’d, 
We fill the balance with the sword.’ 
Voila la Congres (of his portraits) dissout ! 

We do not like the translations from Anacreon. They are of the 
literal and simple order, which is a better mistake than that of the | 
florid; but the more we consider Anacreon and the ancient lyrics, 
the more we are persuaded that some degree of paraphrase is neces- 
sary, to assimilate them in effect to the original. We are to recol- 
lect, that the ancient odes were written to be sung to music; that 
the poet himself was the first performer; and that the idea of words 
and music was probably never divided in the mind of the reader. 
The spirit of enjoyment is a spirit of continuousness. We may 
suppose what we like of Greek simplicity and brevity, especially in 
their epigrams or inscriptions, the shortness of which was most 
likely prescribed, in the first instance, by the nature of the places on 








which they were written: but we may be pretty certain, that the 
shortest of Anacreon’s songs was made three, or four, or five times | 
as long as it appears to us, by the music with which it was accom- | 
panied. Take a song of Metastasio’s, as set by Arne or Mozart, | 
and we shall find the duration of it a very different thing in the | 
study and the theatre. The only true way, therefore, of translat- | 
ing an ode of Anacreon, is to sympathize as much as possible with 
his animal spirits, and then to let the words flow as freely as they | 
will, with as musical and dancing a melody as possible, so as to 
make the flow and continuity of the verse as great a substitute es | 
we can for the accompaniment of the lyre. The only versions of | 
Anacreon, in the English language, that are really worth anything, 
are those of Cowley; and these are as paraphrastic as they are | 
joyous. We will lay before the reader the one on the Grasshopper | 
as a specimen, not caring withal whether he may have seen it | 
twenty times before; for he may have heard many fine airs, and 
drank many bottles of wine; but that is no reason why he may not | 
choose to hear one of the airs repeated, and take another glass. 
There is music and wine together in this version of Cowley’s It is 
not entirely free from his conceits, though they are not of such a 
description as to make us wish them away ; and their presence adds 
to the impression of the writer’s sincerity :— 

* Happy insect! what can be 

In happiness compared to thee ? 

Fed with nourishment divine, 

The dewy morning’s gentle wine ! 
(What a beautiful line is that !) 

Nature waits upon thee still, 

And thy verdant cup does fill : 

’Tis fill’d wherever thou dost tread, 

Nature’s self’s thy Ganymede. 

Thou dost drink, and dance, and sing, 





Happier than the happiest king. 


All the fields which thou dost see, 
All the plants belong to thee ; 

All that summer hours produce, 
Fertile made with early juice. 

Man for thee does sow and plow, 
Farmer he, and landlord thou. 

Thou dost innocently joy, 

Nor does thy luxury destroy. 

The shepherd gladly heareth thee, 
More harmonious than he : 

Thee country hinds with gladness hear, 
Prophet of the ripen’d year. 

Thee Phebus loves and does inspire ; 
Pheebus is himself thy sire. 

To thee, of all things upon earth, 
Life is no longer than thy mirth. 
Happy insect! happy thou 

Dost neither age nor winter know : 
But when thou’st drunk, and danc’d, and sung 
Thy fill, the flowery leaves among, 

( Voluptuous, and wise withal, 
Epicurean animal !) 

Sated with thy summer feast, 

Thou retir’st to endless rest.’ 

We are bound to state, that the more closely we have become 
acquainted with Alfred Tennyson’s poems, the more the author has 
risen upon our admiration. Perhaps we feel ourselves the more 
inclined to prefer him to Charles, because he seems less disposed to 
tie himself down to conventional notions,—less willing to blink any 
great question or feeling, and to put up with a consciousness of doing 
so. It may itself be a mere conventional mode of talking in Charles, 
and an assumption of the knowing: but when we sce in a sonnet 
addressed to a friend an announcement of his intention to take 
orders, and afterwards meet with the following passage, we feel 
something come over us, which perhaps tends to make us think 
less of his genius than we ought. The Italics to the word must, 
and to the third line after it, are of our own putting :— 

TO 
* Think’st thou, if spirits pure as thine, 
Through life might be for ever near, 
I should not every fear resign, 
As from my boyhood’s home I steer? 





But ’tis not so—my heart must bleed, 
With thorns amid a world of guile, 
Snows to my rosy clime succeed, 
And Cunning’s cant to Virtue’s smile. 

Why must it?) And what sort of a comment would our young 
author here furnish to any text he may hereafter preach upon? We 
trust that this committal of himself vindicates his good intentions: 
but the style of it is not favourable to that opinion of his natural 
powers, which we felt ourselves so much inclined to draw from the 
finer passages we have quoted. If we might be allowed to address 
our young Poet as friends, (and all poets make us their friends, 
whether they please to lend an ear to us in return or not) we should 
say to him, in imitation of his own lines— 

* Be bold to choose 

Truth’s never-satiate freedom of delight 
3cfore these narrowed and misgiving views, 

And task for joy thy soul’s majestic might.’ 





Forcep Wit nor Worth tHe Expense.—The Count de Buss 
was said to have a great deal of wit: * It costs him too much,” said 
M. de la Chesnaye: “ I shall never buy any at the shop where he 


| gets it.” 


Happy Comprnation.—-Mademoiselle de Scudery wrote to the 
Count de Bussi :—* Your daughter has as much wit as if she saw you 
every day, and she is as wise as if she had never seen you at all.” 

REVENGE IN Imacination.—I found the agha of Alacchchetta 
(a fat coarse old fellow, who was an acquaintance of my conductor) 
beating a drunken Greek mason with his pipe-stick. The poor 
artist, who was building him a kiosk, had evidently lost;the perpen- 
dicular line in a wall; and this had struck the mathematical eye ol 
the Turk simultaneously with the unfortunate toper’s own condi- 
tion. The Greek was excessively hurt at the correction he had 
received, and wine had made him valiant. ‘“ Curse the old rogue!’ 
said he, as the authority went into the house to fetch us chibooks— 
“Curse him, and curse me if I am not revenged on him 17? ae 
“ Silence, Palikari, prudence !” said my guide, who feared the poor 
devil would get into a scrape, by some sudden explosion, “I'll be 
revenged on him !’’ continued the mason. “ Be quiet, man! what 
can you do ?”—** Do ?” said he, thinking awhile, “why, Pi mx 
the mortar so that it shall not hold two stones together : that’s 
what Pll do, and the wall won’t stand a week.”—* And then you'll 
get a good drubbing, and have to build the fallen wall again for 
nothing.” —“ Yes,” said the mason briskly, “ but perhaps the old 
thief may be under it, when it falls!’—Mae Fuarlane’s Con 
stantinople. 




















come 
or has 

more 
sed to 
ik any 
"doing 
harles, 
sonnet 
» take 
e feel 

think 

must, 


young 
2 We 
ntions : 
natural 
om the 
address 
friends, 
should 


e Bussi 
1,” said 
here he 


to the 
saw you 
t all.” 
‘hchetta 
ductor) 
he poor 
perpen- 
il eye ol 
1 condi- 
he had 
rogue !” 
books— 
im !"— 
the poor 
“Il be 
n! what 
[ll mix 
-: that’s 
on you'll 
gain for 
‘the old 
es Con- 














THE TATLER. 


619 





THE PLAY-GOER. 


BY THE ORIGINAL THEATRICAL CRITIC IN THE EXAMINER, 





PERFORMANCES OF LAST NIGHT. 
Covent Garpen.—A Grand Musical Performance. 





ADELPHI. 
WisutNc to vary the reader's Lenten theatricals, we looked in here 
last night, to witness an entertainment, which, considering the gravity 
that is understood to predominate on the Wednesdays and Fridays 
of this season, has rather a startling title; to wit, Morsels of Mirth, 
for Moments of Merriment. We have no objection to it,—considering 
the matter with the due philosophy, and in how modest and urbane a 
style Mr Witu1aMs begs permission to make us laugh. Nor do his 
visitors appear to have any; for a more good-natured assembly of 
people we never witnessed than the audience on this occasion: 
Mr WIitt1AMs, it seems, besides being a songster and a teller of 
stories, has for these eight years been an eminent performer on the 
card-pack, and a satirist of city wit and grammatical aberrations ; 
all which is the more disinterested in him, inasmuch as his own 
pronunciation is not always Catholic, nor his style oppressively 
correct. We entered the house, with a judicious intimation on 
the part of the check-taker, that the performances were not of 
the usual description; and found a well-looking gentleman in 
possession of the stage, which was most elegantly set forth as 
a furnished apartment, with portraits on the walls; three (as 
it were) golden tables with lamps, and a variety of mysterious 
moveables on the same; which we regarded with much the same 
curiosity as Don Cleofas did the phials in the “ Devil upon Two 
Sticks.” From the middle of the stage, over the orchestra, there 
was a covered way into the pit; and two others led from sides 
along two or three of the side-boxes ; over all which the operator 
occasionally made incursions among the audience, to request that | 








they would take a card, or lend him their goods and chattels. 
At one time, he performs some amazing piece of magic with the | 
Knave of Clubs, at which a pleasing though tranquil astonishment | 
pervades the assembly, they perhaps having seen something not | 
altogether unlike it before. Then he sings a song about the | 
Lord Mayor, or tells an elegant story of a pig and an Irishman ; | 
and then he returns to his “ illusions,” and gratifies us by knocking 
our watches out of a corked bottle, cr making a couple of 
half-crowns dance a pas-deux in a sugar basin. This latter | 
feat was highly applauded, the magician going so far as to | 
borrow a fur-cap from the pit, and putting the sugar-basin upon it, 
in order to show that there was no collusion between the basin and 


the table ;—a circumstance so manifest as to produce the most 
cordial rounds of applause. One striking instance of Mr Wi1- 
LIAMs’s taste, and the winning ways these gentlemen have with 
the fair sex, we must not omit. Some of the spectators have 
cards dealt out to them ; and these, one by one, they are requested to | 


summon out of a card-rack, or some such machine, on the table ; | 
upon which the word of command is given, and the intelligent 
pieces of paper behave themselves accordingly. One gentleman» 
however, in vain ordered his card to “ rise.” The order was 
repeatedly disobeyed. The house knew not what to think. Every 
body would have felt in pain for Mr Wituiams, but for the tranquil 
way in which he bore himself, and the unmoved, we might almost 
say the heroical, expression of his countenance. At length he | 
requested to know what card it was the gentleman had drawn, 

“ The Queen of Hearts.” 

“The Queen of Hearts!” exclaims Mr Wiiuiams, smiling :— 
“That indeed explains the mystery, for it is a lady who is called 
upon to rise, and it is fitting the request should be made in the 
politest manner.” 

(Here there is a pretty flutter of approbation among all the 
ladies ; and several gallant voices applaud.) 

“ Could you not favour us, Sir,” resumes Mr WituiAms, “ with 
one of those graceful speeches with which you address other ladies, 





when you would persuade them to rise ?” 


The Queen is at length requested in a proper manner to favour 
the house with her appearance, and she rises in all the majesty of 
the picture-card. 

Two of Mr Wirttams’s songs are very effective,—one on the 
Lord’s Mayor’s Feast that was to have been, and another entitled 
‘The Nervous Family,” which is written with a considerable 
feeling of the ludicrous, and well set to the tune of “ We're al! 
nodding.” Much of the entertainment, one would think, might be 
easily improved to his advantage, by having recourse to some 
popular writer: but if all his audiences resemble those of las‘ 
night, he may be content with the number of his visitors, if not 
always with the amount of their applause. His manner is some- 
what hard, and he now and then trips in his sentences: but we 
are not called upon to be very critical; for Mr Witt1ams modesty 
disclaims all idea of competition with the “Lion of Laughter 
Matuews,” and the “ inimitable Yates.” 

We never see an exhibitor of this sort, but he does us one great 
good: he reminds us of Swift’s exquisite banter upon the impossi- 
bilities which geniuses of his class are sometimes led to announce, 
by the vivacity of their public knowledge. One of the feats of his 
Wonderful Performer consisted in letting any gentleman have his 
eye thrust half way out of its socket, during which operation he 
was to see an “ unspeakable number of beautiful colours.” 

Another, was to prepare a board full of spikes at the bottom of 
a wall, and to /et any gentleman leap down upon it, first having 
taken off his shoes. And he was to alight as upon a feather-bed. 

Item, he lets any lady give him her little child, and cunningly 
tosses it upon a set of javelins prepared on purpose, where it 
sticks for some time, “ to the satisfaction of the beholders.”’ After 
which it is taken down, without so much as a hole in its coat. 

With many others, which we cannot call to mind, without doing 
injustice to the style. One of them is to let any gentleman take a 
basin of scalding water, and toss it right in the face of his favourite 
lady. £3 





CHAT AND MISCELLANIES. 
pb aaa 








A Compuiment Orr-HAND.—One day, says Menage, I held with 
both of mine one of the hands of Madame de Sevigné. When she 
withdrew it, Pelletier said to me, “ That is the finest work which has 
ever gone out of your hands,” 


REVENGE OF A Neciectep AuTaor.—The Abbé de Moralles 
not only translated the poems of others, but also made verses him- 
self; and in speaking of the injustice of the age, he said, that in 
spite of the public, he had published one hundred and thirty-three 
thousand one hundred and twenty-four verses. 


Tus Rivav Vittaces.—Mr MacFarlane, in his ‘ Constantinople,’ 
gives a curious pictuce of the absurdity into which the want of 
occupation, and the want of ideas, may drive people, for the sake 
of some sort of excitement. He tells us that in the neighbourhood 
of Smyrna are two villages called Bournabat and Boodja. One or 
other of these villages is patronised by the inhabitants of Smyrna, who 


/ are absolutely divided into two parties, each vehemently insisting 
| upon the pre-eminence of the favourite village ; they not only keep 


up a continual discussion upon the subject among themselves, but 
are at great pains to persuade the traveller of the exclusive advan- 
tages of the one village, and objections to the other. The author 
gives a little dialogue between two ladies of the rival parties, which 
sufficiently proves the lamentable condition of the fair adversaries : 
“ Why, you have no water at Boodja, six months in the year,” says 
the lady of Bournabat. “ If we have occasionally a scarcity of 
water, we have, at the same time, neither musquitoes nor Turks 
to annoy us,” retorts the lady of Boodja. “ You cannot walk out 
in the day-time; you have no shade,” says the lady of Bournabat. 
“ But we can walk out ig the evening without lanterns, which is 
what you cannot do at Bournabat,” replies the lady of Boodja. 
“ We have more 4on ton, more finery,” says the lady of Bournabat. 
“ We have more merry parties, and more freedom,” says the rival 
lady. ‘ But we have five consuls at Bournabat !”—adds the one 
with emphasis. ‘ We care so little about consuls,” once retorted 
a wicked advocate on the other side, “ that we let our pigs eat 
them.’ This refers to an accident which befel a gentleman of con- 
sular dignity at Boodja, who, when feeding a sow and a litter of 
pigs, had a large piece bitten out of his leg, by the ungrateful 
matron. Upon the whole, an English reader would probably be 
inclined to favour the village of Boodja, only making an exception 
against the breeding—perhaps it would be more proper to say the 
morals— of its pigs. 
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PERFORMANCES FOR THIS EVENING. 


KING’S THEATRE. 


An Opera Buffa, in Two Acts, entitled 
IL MATRIMONIO SEGRETO. 
{By Cimarosa. a 
Principal Characters by Madame SIGL V perEes ANN, 
Miss FANNY AYTON, Mademoiselle FILIANI, Signor DAV ID, « 
Mr E. SEGU IN, and Signor LABLACHE. 


After which, a New Grand Ballet, founded on Sir WaLTER Scott’s Novel of 
KENILWORTH. 
[By M. DesHayeEs. 
The Music by Signor Costa. 











The Principal Characters by Mademowelle Brocard, Mademoiselle Kaniel 
Mademoiselle Clara, Mademoiselle Proche, Mademoiselle Zoe Beaufere, 
and Madame Montessu, 

Mesdames J. Mersie, De Vis, Coupotte, Beseke, Vedy, Griffiths, Pitt, Laura, 

Lydia, Clari, &c. 
M. Lefebvre, M.Simon, M. Emile, M. Gouriet, 
M.O’Brien, M. Edouard, M. George, M. D’Albert, 
and M. Paul. 
With an efficient and numerous Corps de Ballet. 


THEATRE ROYAL, DRURY LANE. 


The Drama, (in Two Acts) called, 
7ae BRIGAND. 
y Mr PLANCHE.) 

Maria Grazie, Mrs W. B aRkY MORE, Ottavia, Miss FAUCIT. 
Prince Bianchi, Mr YOUNGE, Nicolo, Mr WEBSTER, Fabio, Mr HUGHES, 
Albert and Theodore, Mr H. WALLACK and Mr J. VINING, 
Alessandro Massaroni, Mr WALLACK, 

After which, a Musical Piece, (in Two Acts) called 
THE ILLUSTRIOUS STRANGER. 

(By Mr Kenney.) 

Irza, Miss Faucit, Fatima, Mrs Waylett, 

Aboulifar, Mr Thompson, Aman, Mr Bland. Alibajou, Mr Webster, 
Bowbell, Mr Liston, Gimbo, Mr Harley. 


To conclude with the New Splendid Christmas Comic Pantomime, called 
DAVY JONES. 
[By Mr W. Barrymore.] 
The Overture and Music, by Mr R. Hughes. 
Columbines, Misses Rarnett and Baseke. Harlequin, Mr Howell, 
Pantaloon, MrT. Blanchard, Clowns, Messrs Southby and E. J. Parsloe. 


M. Venafra, 
M. Bertram, M. Hunt, 











To-morrow, A Grand Musical Performance. 


THEATRE ROYAL, COVENT GAKDEN. 








The Comedy of 
MUCH ABO ABOUT NOT HING. 
[Dy W. SHAKSPEARE 
Hero, Miss TAYLOR. Beatrice, Miss F ANNY KEMBLE. 
Ursula, Mrs DA Margaret, Mrs BROWN. 
Benedick, Mr C. RE vi BLE. “Leonato, Mr WARDE. 
Don Pedro, MrG. BENNETT. Don John, Mr DIDDEAR. 
Antonio, Mr BARTLEY. Count Claudio, Mr ABBOTT. 
Dogberry, Mr BLANCHARD. Friar, Mr EVANS. Ve ‘TEES, Mr KEELEY. 
In Act Ll. A MASQUERADE. 
After which a New Petite Comedy, called 
MARRIED LOVERS. 
(By Mr Power.! 
The Songs composed by Mr Barnett. 
Duchess D’Orleans, Miss Lawrence. Marchioness de Mcneville, 
Lady Ascot, Mrs Chatterley. Annette, Miss Phillips. 
Duc D’Orleans, Mr Abbott. Marquis de Veneville, Mr Bartley. 
Sir John Ascot, Mr Warde. Colonel O’ Dillon, Mr Power. Pierre, Mr Irwin. 
To conclude with the Farce of 
THE OMNIBUS; OR, A CONV ENIENT DISTANCE. 
"By Mr Tain.) 
Julia Ledger, Miss Lawrence. Mrs Dobbs, Mrs Tayleure. 
Miss Jemima Damper, Miss Appleton. 
Mr Dobbs, Mr Bartley. 


Miss Taylor. 


Miss Damper, Mrs Daly. 
Mr Ledger, Mr Blanchard. 
Tom Dobbs, Mr Keeley. Pat Rooney, Mr Power. 





To-morrow, No Performance. 


FRENCH PLAYS, 
THEATRE ROYAL, HAYMARKET. 








In the course of the Season, the following Performers will appear for the first time. 
Mademoiselle LEONTINE FAY, du Theatre du Gymnase. 
Madame ALBERT, du Theatre des Nouveautés. 
M. BRUNET, Artiste, du Theatre des Variétés. 
Positively the last Six Nights of M. BOUFFE, who will perform in Three Pieces. 
Spectacle Demande. 
On commencera A Sept Heures et demie par 
VOLTAIRE CHEZ LES CAPUCINS 
Comédije Anecdote Mélée de Chant, par MM. Duverrt, Desven cers et VaRIN. 
Madame Dolban, jeune Veuve, Mlle. ELIZA. 
—a Femme de Bruno, aggre EMMA. 
BOUFFE remplira le Role de Voltaire. 
Pére at rase, Gardien des Capucins, M. ST. AUBERT. 

Frere Loup, Pourvoyeur, M. PREVAL. Frére Jacques, Portier, M. GUENEE. 
Frére Fiacre Sonneur, M. GRANVILLE. Théodore, Novice, M. PAULIN. 
Bruno, Jardinier du Couvent, M. GAMARD. n P om. M. ARNAUD. 

.M, Lambert, vieux Bourgeois, M. CLOUI 


Suivie de 
LE MALADE IMAGINATRE. 
Comédie en Trois Actes, de Moliére, avec les corrections du Théatre Frangais. 
Béline, seconde Femme d’Argan, Mme. Baudin. 
Augélique, Fille d’Argan, Mile. Jamain. Toinette, Servante d’ Argan, Mile. St. Ange. 
M. Boutlé remplira le Role de Thomas Diafoirus. 

Argan, Malade imaginaire, M. Laporte. Béralde, Frére d’Argan, M. Cloup. 
Cléante, atnant d’Angélique, M. Alfred. M. Diafoirus. Médecin, M. Préval. 
Purgon, Médecin, M. Guenée. Fleurant, Apothicaire, M. Granville. 
Bonnefoi, Notaire, M. Arnaud. 


On Finira par 
LE BENEFICIAIRE. 
Vaudeville en Cing Tableaux. 
Madame Lessoufflé, Madame Baudin. Palma, sa Fille, Mlle. Eliza. 
Zéphirine, Danseuse, Mademoiselle Florval. 

M. Bouffé remplira le Kole du Bénéficiaire. Dubémol, Chanteur, M. Derval. 
M. de la Tirade, Acteur Tragique, M. Pelissié. M. Desrosiers, M. Alfred. 
M. Golden, Anglais, M. Laporte. Eugéne, M. Paulin. 

Un Régisseur, M. Cloup. Le Domestique de Dubémol, M. Arnaud. 


Le Domestique de la Tirade, M. Guenée. Le Domestique de Zéphirine, M. Granville. | 





And Stevens’s Glee of “ Sigh no more, Ladies.” | 


| 
| 
} 


| 
| 





| 
} After which, a Farcical Entertainment, entitled 
| 


THEATRE ROYAL, ADELPHI. 


An entirely New Serio-Magical and Moral Burletta, to be called 


THE KING OF THE ALPS AND THE MISANTHROPE. 
Mrs Rappelkoff, Miss DALY. Amelia, Mrs YATES. 
Elizabeth, Mrs FITZWILLIAM. —* Mrs DALY. 
Astragalus, Mr YA 
John Rappelkoff, Mr MATHEWS. Abel - Mr BUCKSTONE. 
Augustus, Mr HEMMINGS. Christopher Glowworm, Mr J. REEVE. 
Hans, Mr O. SMITH. 


After which, a New Comic Burletta, called 
KIND INTENTIONS 


Mrs Rosemore, Miss Daly. Charlotte, Miss M. Glover 
Latitat, Mr S. Smith. Timothy, Mr Wilkinson. 





Henry, Mr Hemmings 
Mr Meanwell, Mr Mathews. 


| To conclude with, an entirely New Vaudeville, in Six Stages, and 2 Acts, called 


BRINGING HOME THE BRIDE. 
The Music arranged by Mr G. H. Rodwell. 
The Characters by Mrs Fitzwilliam, Miss M. Glover, Mrs Beaumont, 
Mr Yates, MrDowne, MrJ. Reeve, Mr Sanders, Mr Charles, Mr Wisp, 
Mr Wilson, Mr Morris, Mr Childe, MrFry, MrChapman, Mr Paulo, 
Mr Brown, Mr Mordaunt, Mr Vv. We shete r, MrS. Smith. 


ROYAL OLYMPIC THEATRE 


An entirely new Burletta, in One Act, called 
DUKE FOR A DAY. 
The Music by B. Livius, Esq. 
The Characters by Miss SYDNEY, Madame VE STRIS, Mr HODGES, 
Mr NEWCOMBE, Mr COOPE R, and MrWORRELL. 
After which will be added, a Comic Burletta, in one Act, called 
MIS-APPREHEN SION. 
[By Mr C. Dance. 
The Characters by Miss Stuart, Miss Pincott, (Liss Kabrey, Miss Berresford, 
Mr Raymond, Mr Cooper, Mr W. Vining, Mr Coates, and Mr Worrell. 
Mr Young, and Mr Hitchinson. 








To which will be added, a Comic Burletta, called 
THE CHASTE SALUTE 
[From M. Scrise’s * BaiseR au Porrevur.” 
The Music, by C. E. Horn. 
The Characters by Miss Sydvey, Miss Stuart, 
Mr Spagnoletti, Mr Newcombe, and 


Miss Fitzwalter, 
Mr Collier. 
To conclude with a Grand Allegorical Burletta, in One Act, entitled 
OLYMPIC REVELS. 
{Adapted from a burlesque of COLMAN’s, by ng PLaNncHe and Mr C. 
Previous to which, an Overture, by J. N. Hummel. 
2andora, Madame Vestris. 


DANCE.] 


SURREY THEATR E. 





An entirely New Romantic Drama, in Two Acts, entitled 


THE FIRE RAISER, OR THE HAUNTED MOOR. 
The Characters by Miss SOMERVILLE, Miss M.C. POOLE, Miss JORDAN, 
Miss NICOL, MrOSBALDISTON, Mr ALMAR, Mr WILLIAMS, Mr HONNER, 
Mr C. HILL, MrGOUGH, MrVAL&, MrEDWIN, Mr ROGERS, 

Mr ASBURY, Master F. CARBERY, Mr LEE, Mr HOBBS. 

After which, an entirely New Broad Farcical One Act Drama, 
“5 Wt G.” 
{By J. Avrreb and C. Z. BarnNetr. 

Principal Characters by Miss Vincent, Miss Rumens, Mr Vale, MrC. Hill, 

Mr Honner, Mr Williams, Mr Rogers, Mr Gough, Mr Asbury, Messrs. Young, &c. 
To conclude with an entirely new Nautical Velo Drama, to be called 
THE WATER WITCH. 

The Music by Mr Blewitt. 
The Characters by Miss Somerville, Miss M.C. 
Mr Williams, Mr Vale, MrHonner, 
Messrs Hobbs, Boulanger, 


entitled 


Poole, Mr Oshaldiston, 
Mr Rogers, Mr Ransford, 
Grammer, Woolf, Tully, &c. 


QUE ENS THEATR E, 


TOTTENHAM STREET, FITZROY SQUARE. 





A Comic Entertainment, in One Act, called 
EVERY BODY'S HUSBAND. 

The Characters by MrsGLOVER, Miss SINCLAIR, 
Misg STOHWASSER, Miss WELLS 
Mr MUNROE, 


Miss GARRICK, 
Miss LAWS, Mr SMITH, Mr TILBURY, 
Mr BARNET fr, and Mr GREEN. 


THE MERRY WIVES OF BARBICAN. 
The Music, by Mr Harroway. 
The Characters by Mrs Humby, Miss Wells, Miss Garrick, Miss Stohwasser, 
Miss Brothers, MrsGarrick, and Mr J. Russell. 


To which will be added, a New Comic Piece, in Two Acts, entitled 


TAC F. 
y M. BARNETT. 
The hese , by J. A. Barnett. 
The Characters by Miss Stohwasser, Mrs Humby, Mr Smith, 
Mr Spencer, Mr Forrester, Mr Tilbury, Mr Taylor, 
and Mr J. Russell. 


To conclude with a New Operatic Piece, entitled 
GALATEA. 
From Gay’s Serenata. With HaNnvEL’s Music, arranged by Mr C. 
Principal Characters by Miss Vernon, Mrs Garrick, | Mrs Humby, 
Mr J. Ruussell, Mr Spencer, Mr G. Smith, 
Mr G. Lejune, and Mr E. Seguin. 
And a Chorus of Twenty Voices. 
The Incidental Dances by Misses Gilbert, entweci Ward, 


Mr Munroe, 
Mr J. Conquest, 


POTTER. 
Mr Bennett, 
Mr Munroe, 


Hutton, Cadwell, & 


CosurGe THEATRE.—De L’Orme— 7 he Old Oak Chest. 
—The Death of Christophe. 

Sapier’s Weis Tueatre.—Richard II]. — The Tale 
of Mystery. 








| Published by J. Onwuyn, 4 Catherine street, Strand, (to wen all books, 
parcels, and communications for the Editor, are to be addre ssed) : sold 
by J. Cuappet—ErrincHam WILson, Roval Exchange; A. Hays, 
165 Regent street ; J.Fierp, 16 Air street, Piccadilly ; Marsa, 145 
Oxford street, next door to Fladong’s Hotel; at Estrs’s Library, Old 
Bond street ; ‘and by all Book-sellers and Newsmen. 

c. ‘and W. ReyngELL, Printers, Broad street, Golden squar 
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